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As It a drop ink were Iying
Within a lly’s snowy chalice.

Bashrew the mmtmt comes a'stealing
Hinting that there's an imperfection
Which that black 1 I8 concenling
In her most beau complaxion, °

1've thought anon when I've reflected
It being there l& accldental

1t has 0o use that I've dﬂeeu:dl
Nor do I think it ornunenta

Then why s it her chin adorning?

And what—if anght—dees it betokent
It must he Alice Is In mourning

For ail the hearts that she has brokel
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A week had passed by,
the book had no wore bheen taiked about between
Count Doutresky and Leslie Smith, but as the
sequaintanceship ripened into friendship on both
sitdes tue subject wis again mentioned.

it was one evening that they were sitting as
usnal in the library. DBoth had been silentfor
gome minutes,, the elder man gozing at the Eng-
lishimu's bundsome profile as Le leaned forward,
vesting his chin on his hand.

The Count was thinking of his sen, who had
He woild have been just
Leslie's age now.  le Il\\'hf& thought of him ns
Leslie, and often ecalled liim so.  Perhaps just
stch anothey honest, good-leoking fellow { but it
was no good thinking—he was dend now, had heen
dend well-nigh upon twenty yenrs. liere was
Pauline certainly left, but she was younger, and
she wus o girl.  Sweet Pauline! when would she
come back from her aunt's at Odessa P—soon, he
hoped,  But when he wrote, which he did near
every day, he nrged her to stﬂ?‘. it must be so dull
for her in this vreat house, all alone with an old
wan ke lim,—and then he was cross, too, when
e il the gout.

Sueh were Count Dmitresky's thoughts, as he
watched the young man's face in the gloom of the
Jibrary. Tt was Leslie Smith who broke the silence.
“Tliree days have passed,” he sald, ave
pot touched my book.”

“You are getting dull that you remember your
work nagain. But what else can 1 expect ’—an
ewpty house, we neighbors, and only su old min
fur company.”

“No: far from it! far from it! 1 am not dull:
1 could not be dull, what with your company, and
when yvou ane not here, your books,”

“ (e ean often judge a man's character hy the
Tell we, what have you been
reading while I was out to-day 7"

“Well, 1 spent an hour turning over the hooks
until I found an old Arable manuseript on vellum,
richly illuminated. It is an interesting account
of Mocea and the surrounding country, and 1 read
it to see whether it——" :

“Yan read Arabie?” interrupted the Count,

“Yes, Huently. For four years before my
mother died we lived entirely in Egypt, and
heing a oy picked up the langnage at once. My
father bhad me taught to read and write it."

“Then you speak it Hinently too?"

*Yes; nlwost like a native,”

Iliere was po tone of pride in his accomplish-
went,  Rather it seemed that he took it as o mat-
ter of conrse that he should speak the language.

* And you were repaid for reading it s

“Nn: it contained nothing of very great in-
terest.”

“ And what do you intend to read to-morrow "

“ Toemorrow 1 shall work at my hook.”

“ At 1 will help you.”

“You are too good. Why do you take all this
1ro for u stropger ?°

: not a stranger, Leslie—not a stranger.”
wis silent for & winute or two.

*1 had a gon onee, If he had lived he might
have been ns good, ns handsowe A young mhn 68
you mre, with your honest Fnglisii face. But he
vied-God's will be done. Leslie, will you stn_Y
wnd be n son to me?"—he spoke hurriedly. *
bhave no one now but Paunline, and she ls ninetesn
vears of uge, and will soon warry, 1 expeet, and I
shall be left elone.  Could you bear to be always
with an old mnan in this great house? 1 have
books and horses and guns for yeu—everything
you conld wish, Tell me, Leslie, my boy, will you
stay with me always? Lave @ vacant placs in

For the first few days

died when quite o boy.

“and 1

wy heart; Pauline fills most of it, but there is
rm;:l‘ for another—will you stay and fill that
vold 7

Leslie rose and took the old man’s hand. Their
syes met. Uhere was o ook of mutual friendship
and trust—aye, of mutual love.

“Tt is ton soon,” he said, “too soon, 1 have
only heen in the house a week. You mig\ht Te-
s, you know, when it was too late. No; it
woull mot he fair to you. No: I cannot stay al-
WHYS.

4 [ have weighed it in my wind, Leslie. T never

rhange, lilked your honest, upright look the
woment 1 saw yvou, 1 knew I could trust the mau
Lefore me.  Stay, Leslie: stay always, my boy.”

Tears stood in his eyes,

“You do not kiow what yon are asking,” Leslie
answered softiv. Lot me stoy with you o menth
or two: and then If you wish it usk me. It would
not be fair to pledge yourselt yet. I am only a
stranger,”

“ 8o be it
wonth, and I will ask yon again then.
vou will not refuse 2"

The younz man looked at Idm with his clear
blue eves and sald:

“1 think I shall not refuse,”

The Kussions are very demonstrative, and Dmi-
tresky kissed his forehiead.

The next day Leslie worked hinrd at his book, n
table havinz been put at his service in the library.
The Count gave him a pile of manuseript to look
through—notes of fuets concerning the agricultural
aepression in South Russin, and cases of cruclty
asainst the Government. Leslie ‘read it all
through, earefully sorting all the matter which
econld be of nse to him in writing the second half
of his book—> Russia’s Treatment of Her Subjects.”

Sad indeed were some of the stories he came
across awmohg those piles of paper—losse journals
Tept by Dmuitresky for some years pust, Cases of
familics—poor fumilies—blackmailed of all they
hod by unsernpulous police : eases of girls fnanlted,
willingly Insulted, 1o save their parents or brothers
or sisters or sweethearts beiug sent to Siberia, on
n choree which could pever hold good; cases of
one of o fomily seized in the dead of night,—
yperhaps & mother torn from her eclinglng
elildren—to walk the weary miles over the Emper-
or's highway to Siberia.  Nor were the facts writ-
ten alone hy Dmitresky,—notes of his own were
added Liere and there,

“0h,” e wrote onee, *if some one gould only
let our beloved Czar know what is going on
samong his ‘little children'; if the ‘Uttle Fatber'
ecould only have his eyes opened to the eruelty and
the shawe of his police,—how Tifferent it would
all be then! Our Emperor! with his fatherly love,
with h's kind generous heart, little knows the
orders that issue from the buresu of the police.”

Agnin, in another spot, after relating a case
in which the village “pope” turned out to be n
spy from the | ollee from St Petersburg, he bl
teritten:  * Why does not some one tell him—
tell him that they dress their gples in the garb of
religion? He is o religious man; be is our Crur:
he wonld not permit such things.”

And again: It is not from the peasants that
sunrchy and nihillsm arfse: it is not in the country
flelds and villages It has its berth. Let them
search the town to pick out the scoundgels, the
devils who bresnthe assassination apd dynamite
from the colleges and schools, from the autlhors and
poets. The peasants sre contented enough, until
the police come and hresk up their homes”

And yet again in another place: “ Tt [s not the
Czar the people wonld overthrow. They love him.
He is good and wise and just: he 15 not a tyrant.
The tyrant is the buresu of the police. It {s like
Yiotor Hugo's octopus,—it stretches out its long
arms on all sides and sucks the blood of the
wn)ple} and they say it is he—our little Father.”

I'nder snother date: * Wil no relief come to
these poor people?  Another bateh of police have
beon to the village. Another batel of prisoners
have left for, God knows \\'Imw!—r:-nhubl' fur
Stteria and death. The people are being driven
wild; what will Lappen? They whisper now in
groups on the streets, and point ont to one another
the women's tear-stained eyes. love him, the
Czar, us every Hossinn and every man must, vet
1 love my fellow-mnen too, ‘Tihey are being driven
wild, Unless it eecases it will end in ontrage,
and who ean wondag? T almost think outrage is
;:miﬂrd in God's sight to remove this hlight from
he land.” '

After relating some shocking eruelty he had
written :  “She, too, of all glris in the world,
searcely more than a child, and to have been
mnngu{ an soon 1o such a gond honest man,  She
did I to save ber lover, and (od will reward her,
but she has lost Ler honor.  To-night T could my-
self throw the bomh that would blow the bureau
of the police to a thousand atoms, with him who
wields the power there, to rid the people of espion-
age nud oruelty”

re were many such notes as these. Leslie
gsorted all the papers: some he pnt back into a
ltamng box, some he kept in a loeked drawer in his
ahle,

On one ar two afternoons the Count would sit
with him, sorting through the papers Teslie had
reserved for use, giving him Murther partionlors of
the case, aud adding to his written notes a torrent
of words sgainst the unholy workings of the po-

or,

The weeks slipped by and slie's houk pro-
vl fost. It was all arran between them.
hook would be published in London, with &

preface by the Count}—an anonymous preface, of
eourse,—while a transiation of the Count's notes
should be glven verbatim gur every . like-
wise anonymously, given s the option nlﬁudau
nuble on the sufferings of his poorer bre'hren.

sald the Count; “you will stay o
Laeslie,

though 1 do not like it. I hate taking apether
pame: it always seems to me dishonorable® as
thn:q‘h one shirks the respomsibility of one's
tusk.

“No, no.” said the Connt: *nob that, my boy
not that. Dt you would have to leave me, an
1 trust yon will not do that. Leslie} our month is
not up,—only a few days remain. Lot us pass
them over.  lgslle, my son, will yeu stay with
me " and Dmitresky gazed aflectionately into his

face.

Leslie beld out his hand. It waé n slow move-
ment,—all his movements were slow,

“ Father,” he said, “1 will stay with youn,"

Iv.

Three weeks later Pauline returned from her
visit to Odessa, laslie did not see her when
she arrived, for he was hard at work in the library
on his hook, which was new growing fast toward
completivn.  Still there was much work to be
done. The already sorted notes and facts of
Count Dmitresky had to be resorted, for there
wis not room te publish them oll. Little by little
as a chapter was fiulshed it was sent to England
to the publisher, and the old Count used to watch
bis notes sealed up in the leng envelopes with
Leslie’s manuscript with pride. At last all the
pains that he hod taken in k“b\lll-l this journal
would prove useful, and possi g} more}—might
benefit the poer pessants arennd him.

The friendship of the two men had grown still
cloger, There was no secret now which one hud
not confided to the other. The Count, with tears
in his eyes, bud told of his wile's death, ol
Pauline's yuunf) days,—bad told his whole history,
aye, even how he, bad fought a duel with an oflicer
about the I{trl who was afterward his wife, and
how he had wounded him on the hand with his
sword, and, victorious] married the wirl.

Leslie, on the other hand, had much to tell too,
—of his mother's death in Egypt, of his futher, and
his country place, now let; how the land had
gradually depredat. ' in value; and how glad he
was to get the whole place off his hands. ‘That
this land and some investments only brought him
in t thousand a year now, instend of four
as formerly.

Pauline srrived, but it was not until dinner-time
that Leslie saw her. X

He eame dewn from hix room just as the bell
sounded for dinmer. A rovmn leading out of the
Lall, with its door open, wis lizhted up. Leslie
had never seen this rovm used belore, but he kuew
it waus Pauline’s boudoir. When she was away
they alwnys sat in the likeary.

Within he heard the Count talking, and every
now and then the langhter of a girl.  He entered
slowly. For a moment the occupants ol the room
did pot see Lim, .

Count Lhnitresky was standing with his back to
the stove. smiling at his deughter, who faced
him, one haud resting on either shoulder.

THer back was turned to Leslie when, he en-
tered. He saw only ber perfect figure, neck and
arms, and a maes of light golden hair.

She was laughing.

* Have you been good while I have been away P
she was saying to ?nrr father,

“Yes, my dear, 1 have been good—very good;
hut here i Leslie—asl him."

She turned round with a little start and held
out her huad, Leslie took it and bawed slightly
over it

“ Hus paps been good, Mr, Smith?” she asled,

* 1 have only kndwn your father a few weeks,”
Leslie auswered in his slew volee; “but 1 know
him well enough to say that be 18 elways good."

“h, yvou've been apmllnq bim, Mr. Smith
has Leen spoiling yon, papa.”

A footwan unnounced dinner.

At the tahle Leslic hwd more time and op-
portunity to look at Paullne.

There was no doubt she was very lovely, a
loveliners vf the purest Ruesian type. ler face
was long and rather oval, with dark-gray eyes and
hlack lashes, arched evebrows, a rather fine
straight nose, and perfectly bowed lips. Though
her features were not perhaps ‘:emar., S’et. thers
wuas the surrounding mass of light-golden hair,
the long white neck of exquisite moulding, to add
tn the churm.

She was leantifully dressed. Her costume
struck Leslie, who bad n keen eye to art, as a8 near
perfection as anything bé had ever seen.in the way
ol women's dress

was half a  dinner  dress, half
0 ten gown, The foundation wns
of manve sill, an exquisitely pale tone of mauve
that wis almost gray in shadow, Over the silk,
and alwosy hiding it, was draped tulle of the same
delleate  hue, “here the tulle hung in loose
folds over the body it was embroidered in tiny
{warla, as was also the skirt, A train hung from
wr shonlders, a train of the same shade of silk
hiroeads., sleeves renched her elbows,—droop-
ing sleeves of muuve tulle, held back hy little
strings of ]pfurls. Over lier neck and ghoulders
the tulle hung lightly, with no ngnlaritr or
shape, but in natural folde, just thick enough for
one to gather the perfect outline of her shoulders.

The conversation was bright: and although Les-
lie had rather dreandsd the arvival of the young
lady, fearing it wonld draw him from his work,
now she was come he was very pleased. He felf
then, for the first time, that the house had beey
a trifle qull before, though he was always assuring
the Count to the contrary How often one dis
COVETS auruﬂhin%, when it is all over!

After dinner Panline left them to their ecigar-
ettes, They din not sit long; u couple of glasses
of Dmitresky's famous Chatean Marganx, and they
joined her,in the boudoir,

She was sented at the piano, playing, and madg
no attempt to Jeave as they came in. It was the
Swan Song from * Lohenerin,”  She was only play-
ing from ear, yet her touch was soft and aweet,
and every note c.[lw.-ke of pathos, of the parting of
Lohengrin and Elsa,

Leslie walked toward the piano.
toward him.

“ Will you not sing it?" he sald.

“No, cerfainly not. I sing ‘Lobengrin’l Why,
to begin with, it's s mun's part, and would lose
all its wraning if T sang it and hegides, 1 don't
know the words.”

“1 do," eaid Leslie, quickly.
you in them.” _

“Then if Mr. Leslie Smith knows the words
of Lohengrin'e song, no douby he can sing it.”

“1 never siug now,” said lie.

“ Ali, you are like all men,” she said ; “ you want
pressing. Papa mude me think you were better
than the rest—no, | don'v mean that,” she sdded
hurrledly : * but 1 ghink you might sing.”

“ Would it plense you?" =

“Thut I can't say till I've heard you, There
now, thut's all the pressing you'll get, go sing
or ngt, s you plense,”

“No, it i ns you please.”

*Well then, sing.”

Shg left out the melody, pla 'ing the acoom-
paniment only, which she knew by eart.

Leslie stood hehind her and sang-sang that
most, beautiful song in all Wagner's music, In u
volce one can seldom lear—a perfect tenor. As
the difienlt song proceeded, he worked more aud
more passion into {t, until his volce died away
in those last sweet notes.

The music ceased. .

“Vor (have sung hefore;—you lave studied
musie 7"  she asked, hurriedly. *“ This is not the
{irst time you have plaved Lobemgrin,”

“And you are *Iu_viug Elsa. Tuke care, per-
hapes if yon assk these questions 1 shull go away,
us Lohengrin did.”

“Yes; und nice and comforfable a boat dum!
by a swan would e in weather like this, with al
the water frozen, tou.”

And so they talked on; while the old Count
wat 4t the other end of the roam turning over
page after page of a lagge manuseript,

soon Pauline left them, sl the vision of mauve
and loveliness was gone.

“(gme wito the library, Leslie,” the old man
gald: “1 have somithing to say to you."

They crossed the Lnll and entered the room
with the black-onk shelves,

“1 am guing to tell yon something I have not
wid you before,  No, you need not look 8o anxio s ;
it I8 no cause for anxiety.'" Then nervously,
“Leslie, 1 hove vgitten o novel, 1 only finished
it the night you came."

“ & novel ! eried Laslie, astonished, 1 never
thought you eould have written s novel.”

“ No. know it is very foolieh and stupid
of me, but 1 lwve been often alone and dull, you
know, hefore you came, 1 have avritten it on
and off for three years. 1 dare say it is very
stupid: bhut wonld you read it ™

“Of eourse 1 will, with pleasure, and no doubrt
enjoy ity too.”

“Oh, no, you won't do that. It is not a novel
for enjoyment. [t is n sad story.”

“ And what s its sulject " asked Leslie,

e Connt looked round him, “1t is a politi
cal novel,” he said: “a lttie advanced in fdeas,
perliaps, bt you know how I think in these mat-
ters, and there aye no fecrets hetween us.
carefnl to keep the manusoript locked awav: and
1 thought if you found it pessable you might send
it ta your publishers, to he translated into English
wnil published anonymously. 1t wmight do good,
to the poor pﬁ-plr: here™

Count Dmitresky gove a thick roll of paper to
Teslie, evidently the same roll he had heen looking
through during the singing in Pauline's boudoir,
The Count ditl ot witlt 1o say mare, He aremed
nervous, half to regret what he had done, ol
gaid guod-night.  Then at the door he turned
back. wnd nodded to Lesle,

w You must think me an old fool, T fear. Fanoy
Good-night, Leslie:

She torned

“I ean prompt

my writing a novel—ha, ha!
good.night.”
» Good-night, &ir”
Wihen dawn began to foree its way in through
the library curtains Lesle was finishing the lust

Lis
Imlllc finighed and tied the manuseript up, walked
to the curtains and drew them bnci, Ietting the
cold winter's daylight in.

A womanservant entered the room, and started
to see Mr. Smith in his dress clothes.

head and eves in cold water, ur
bath, and idressed himself in his morning clothes,
The bell rang for breakfast. e toolg the roll
of munuseript, sealed it iv n cANVAS enverupe, and
addressed i, Then he went do TH.
After breakfast he took bis ot and furcoat in

b -
o out? asked the Count,

“You are goin
“Ves," lie replled. “1 have some letters for

the
“8end Ivan with them.”
“No, u:unu]i: .l}lill'dl wns :'grktng Inte last
night—the walk w o me s

I‘alhm heur he returned, li"i“[)c found Dmitresky
in study.

“ Ab, I‘l’lit. 1 am glad yon are back. | have
thought dltl’enml}' AhouL my novel, 1 will not
5‘]!.’!1 h it—or if ,-1[:;1"!"' k“.!ll be in the stove.

Ve e my MmAnse , back.

:gll‘no lln:tfe 9 ln.u%h__ed Leslie; “it is gone."

one ! ere .
“To the—publisher.”

V.

“1 am going away.” :
It was I.Asfir who spoke thesé words late one

evening in the study. [aulive had retired, so the
Count and he bad as usual adjourned to the
nhﬂﬁ' ky j 1 to his fect

tres um o his feet.
“Guing away, lnl:(v"lliw 2% he soid in a grieved
voice: *and you are tired of us?”

“Na, not that—anything but that, But I have
received o letter to-day ‘i’rnga my publisher. I
must go to Bogland to see # my hooks, My es-
tate, too, requires my presence. 1 will enly be
ﬂwu¥ # month or two, sir” =

“{annot you settle it from here? Write or
telegraph. Say yon ean't come. We can't spare
you, Leslie, my boy."

“What ! not for a month or two?”

“No, not for a day. After Pauline, I love you
hest in the world. ai'un must not go away an
leave us: and Pauline will=will be sorry.”

1 am grieved, sir, hut I must go. However,
T promise to return us soon as 1 can, T will not
stay awny long. A week or two in Fagland ought
to settle all my business.”

“You will forget us when yon get awfiy—forget
the old honsa with its dull old man and its young
hostess.  Well, no wonder. It must be dull for
you. I often thought so. 1 know it now."
Leslic rose from his chair and took the old
Count's hand in his.

“Sip," lie said, *father—for you told me I
might call you so—put no opposition in my way.
It is better 1 should go. 1 will only he away o
month or two, The time will soon pass, and I will
hurry back to my dear home here, which six
months ago T entered a benighted stranger, which
I shall leave now——' H

“As a beloved son,” brolke in the old man, his
volee half choked with a sob.

“Ag u beloved son,” repeatad Leslie in his slow
sweet manner,—" a8 o beloved son. "

*You must go, Leslie?" ~

“Yos, futher, T must go: but remember; wher.
ever 1 am 1 will not forget you and my howe
here—and Pauline——"

Their eves met. L

1 think the old man hiad gnessed it before. e
rose from his eharr and laid his hand geatly on
Leslie’s shoulder

“You have spoken to her, Leslie s

He looked down. s

“No, father.” he said, * not yet.,” =

* But yon will tell her before Iyon leave.

“No, father. It will be best when I come hark
There 18 business to settle in England. I wish to
sell my property and pit the money into pecnrities,
1 have maay things to do. 1 shall speak when I
come hack.

*Yon love her, Leslie ?*

He looked up into the Connt’s face with those
honest blue eyes of his.

“1 love her with all my heart,"—he spoke ns
usunl vory slowiy—"with all my heart and with
all my soul. When she is near me I eense to live ;
I seetu 1o leave this world behind me, to see, as in
a dream, only her beauty, to hear only her voice.
DoTloveher? Ave, I deign to: for as the stars are
ahove the enrth, she is above me. Yet I deign to
love her."

“God hless you, Leslie, my dear hoy! 1 could
wish nothing more than this, It has been my
hope almost sinee [ first saw you, when yon came
n ﬁnight@d stranger to my house. It was the
zool Giod wha hrought you here.”

"Ru you think—what do you think she will

say !

“ Lesle, T will tell you a seerot.  She has told
me what she will say—Yes!*"

Leslie sighed—a sigh of relief. ;

“You Eucml it 2" asked Dmitresky,

“Yes, 1 thought so,” lie answered.

There was silence for a few minutes.

“ And youn must really go away, Leslie?”

“Yes, 1 must really go; but do you think T shall
not hurry hack when guch happiness nwaits me 2

“1 know you will, my boy,—I know you will.”

“You are not angry with me for going *°

“1 sm never angry with you, If it must be,
it must be, When do you intend to go?”

* To-morrow Nizht,”

“So goon, Leslie—so soon!”

“The sooner I go, the sooner T shall come baolk,”
he answered, cheerfully.

“True—yes, the sooner yon will come back,”

“Tt @8 Iate: good night, father”

“Good night, my son, tod grant it will not
he long before I Lave a further right to eall yon

int.

The following morning after hreakfast Leslie
told Pouline that he was going away. She was
standing at the plano turuing over some musie,

* Pauline,” he said, for they called one another
Paulive and Leslie now—="Pauline, 1 have some
wews for voiu.”

*Good news or bad, Leslie”"

“Bud for me: for you, I do not know. You
must_judge for yourself.”

“ Well, goud or bad, tell it to me."

* Pauline, 1 am going pway.”

Fur a moment she paled and elutehed the eors
ner af the Ii'l"""—‘“' wra but for & moment; then
lh{-[i:h-mllm lerself with an eflort, ond amiling,
said

*You are going to take a holiday 7

*A holiday ? Oh, dear, no! Nuthin} but im-
portant business wouvld tolte me away,

* haportunt  business,”—thers wius n tone of
sarcasm. in Pauline's volee. It did not pass un-
ueticed hy Leslie,

“ Pauline,” be said, “do not make it harder for
me to gn than it is already. God knows it is a
struggle, but it will be best for all of us. A
month or two and 1 shall be buex agam—only a
short absence,”

“E\l mout.l:iorhtwn is ? long time.”

“0Oh, no, it not. It soon flies by, Jt w
with me. 1 shnll count the days unrl}l I ieluri:il.
fnrlg‘!mw much to look forward to when I come

K.

:;ﬁ:nu are soity to go?”
08, VEry sorry. am gorry to lea
father and the books—and vou, Iruulim'."!' {0

“ Father most, the hooks second, and Panline
laet," she eried, petulantiy, dropping him a curtsey.
i He said not a wuord, hut his eves fastencd on

e,

Bllm blushed. Y ala s

“I am sorry I said that,” she adided,

‘I'Ll'oﬂle!; = 1

t was the Connt's voice that ealled hinh,
wanted him in the library 1o talk about 1]::? hm!}:.

“You will be very careful that my name is con-
psenled.  There are things in that book, as you
know, that it would never do for me to own,
There would be trouble in St Petershurg,

“1 will be very earsful.  You know where vour
safety is converned I would not do apythlog rsh,”

“1 trust you, my dear hoyv. 1 would put my
life in your hands and have no fear,” :

:T'-;F]m::k 3.'uu|.k[n!]u-:i,l" :

wy sat talking all doy, these two. Onee ¢
twice Leslie went to Pauline’s boudolr, but 5;-}..:,;:
not there. He did not weet her til dinner-time
He was to leave alter diundr, at 9 o'clock, so ﬂ“,s:
.iinlml at . -

The summer wis at its height, but they
vy artificial light, a soft light of candles “:ltﬂ"::{
shades.

Pauline wore the sawe dress ns she had ;
night. they had met—=a dream of rmuu-»‘.l the 2nh

They did not talk much during dinner, and
whit esnversation there was seem foroed,

The Count spoke a little of Lis book when the
servants were not in the room.  Pauline tried to
keep her spirits up, and failod miserably,  Not a
word was said of Ledlie's departure, but all
thought of it

After dinner they strolled on o the terrace, a
wide gravel walk The sun was setting hehind
n great bank of dark elouls, throwing his last
dying mays inta the house and on the bigh hill
bebind,  Every window pane glowed: the old
virrets gtood wnt golden againgt the woods, There
they sat—the Count and Leslie talking and smok.
ing. Paaline toying with her coflee, t‘-hgu Leslie
was talking to the Count her eyves were fised on
liim face, and his squghl bers ut times,  When they
met she coloresd slightly an?l dropped them, !

The old Count wis not licking in diplomaey
Ilrfgut-u andilcn ﬁll"l}llt.l s

or & few minutes neither of them spoke,
Lty Socw is ohalr neater Psuinen e o
Lind set now, and the moon was shining elesr and
‘*I'ild‘!;‘fl I;@ the niulltiﬂir.l ik o

“ Puuline, you will think of me sometimes
I am away '.‘"‘ when

“1 shall not forget you, Laslie.® .

“You are sorry | am going **

*1 am very sorry.”

“Why 2"

The yuestion seemed to startle her, but in a
moment she was hersell ngain,

“ Meenuge 1 fenr you may tot eome back.”

* Pauline, 1 promise you I will come hack., 1
give yon my word—noy, more, I swear that, unless

death or sickness gtay me, I will return. could
not do otherwise. 1 am u wanderer in world,
without relatives; almost wlt*mul. lend erg
I have a home, a father, and a—sister, <
Can you imagine I would stay away ? WE

He held her band llghtly in his, and looked at
her. She wus ng feir in the pale moonlight
her dress of soft tulle seemed llke & filny eloud—
like the filmy clonds that passed hefore the moen
e\'grr uutlln.nuu, s lfdw;lrlnf b un\p 'juuggaz:urd

Le minutes passed by slowly. Sot o
they spuke, There was no necd of words, Hearts
can speak as surely aod o8 deeply—aye, more
deeply than lips. phaeton with three horses
harnessed abreast drove along the avenue from

the stable, and drew up at the door of the house,
Leslie’'s band closed on Pauline's.
fwtm:lm brought his luggage out, and piled it up
behind,

“ Everything is ready, sir,” said Iv a5 he
bnnt'lt:!'mm hfs soft tnzeulng hat and light over-

b,
o Put my coat in the carriage: I shall not need
it
Ivan went awny. '
e held his hat in his left hand, with his right
he clas| - herh memimm: fingers.
£ oe,” he W x

“(Oh, Leslis, my nwnp:inar love,” and she threw
ler bare white arms round his neek and should-
ers, and buried her face on his bresst. He leaned
over and lissed her brow and lips—agafh and

in.
.E'.n':eu gently’ he withdrew her arms from his
neek, and led her to a long cane-chair.,  She

threw herself down, burying her faee In her
hands and sobbing.

Tears were in his eyes us he shook hands with
the Count, and was kissed by him in return,
Dmitresky had waited near the door: he would
not disturh their farewell.
" The .carri drove away down the avenue in-
to the moenlight. They could hear it for & long
time, the rum‘f:llng of its wheels on the gravel in
the still night. Then all was silent.

Dmitresky lenned over his danghter and kissed
her.

“(Come in, Panline,

The moon is setting, snd
it i= chilly.

Come in mi darling.”
And they entered the house together.

VI.

Almost as far as the eye could reach gtretohed o
plain, on which the southern sun was beating down
with terrifie force. Were it not that here and
there was a little sprig of coarse grass, or un aloe
or two reared thelr epiky leaves, one conld huve
ealled it o desert.  Far away in the distance was i
range of sunburnt rocky hills. It waos difficult to
gay how far off they were, for the hot sun rendered
it impossible to judge distance, while the hented
alr gave an appearance of unreality to everything,
Lere and there forming mirage.

There were mo signs of lite visible at first. An
Arab might have seen the gazelles which were ly-
ing umong some lose stones, but a European would
never have been able to pirk them out. e

he heat rose hewllderingly from the plains,
and the sun streamed down. Even o solitary

lm-tree. with a dried-up well at its foof, offered

ut little shade, It was searcely even green: the
white gand had fixed itself into its leaves, glving
them an appearance of grayness.

It is quite a mistake to search for color in the
desert, There is no colo: there. The white glare
of the sun turns i_wel'{lthlllg'hlnck andl white, The
sand, the sky, are white, The trees, people. and
bensts, Lf here are any, look black.

Presently two speckn“&.ued from a gully in the
hare rocky -range of hills, At first it was im-
possible to sy what they were. Soon one could
recognize camels with figures on their backs,
little Inter, and one could see the figures were those
of men, They halted.

One raised himelt on his eamel-saddle and
soanned the plain, then turning his eamel glightly,
made for the palm-tree, the other following,

The two camels came on with drooping heads
and necks and weary gait! The riders were so
muflled in loose olothes that little wns visible of
either except their eyvs.

Over their backs were slung long-harrelled guns
of native mannfacture, while a scimitar hung at
the slde of ench.

The leader pulled up his camel about a hundred
yards from m,

“Hah!™ he eried; “ by Allah, no water!”

The other drew up to his side, and gazed 100 at
the empty tank, with ite bottom of hard-cracked

yellow clay.
“We must push on. Insh'allah! we shall find
It was the other mnn

water at the next well."
who spoke this time, and from his neeent it was
plsin he was not a native of this part of the
conntry.

*No, Al Hadj"
first : * we will rest here a bit.
enongh for us to slt ing
wen rhr'r eools we will proceed.
»

gaid the man who had spoken
There is just shade

anf  when the
t Whepn will sunset

i Not for three hours or more yet; but we will
rest awhile here, I still have some water in my
hottle.™

Both men gpoke to their camels; who at onee lay
down, grunting the while.

They dismonnted, and, hohhling the camels, un-
fustened the skin water-bottles from their saddles,
and shook the sand from their ciothes.

“Come into the shade, Al Hadj"

They erept under what little shadow the palm-
tree give.

slowly one of the men nnwotnd the handages
like linen that half covered his face. e was very
dork, almost hrown, with a face marked with
ﬁunulf:u:x. and one eye blind, A seragiy heard .'l-ll;l
mustache half eovered the lower portion of his
face,

He wiped the sweat off his forehead with his
hands, and drank s little more from his howle.

Slowly the other man followed his example, un-
ecovering his face,

He wus a contrast to his eompanion. It was
casy enough to gee thot he was a city Arab, while
Lis companion hailed from the plains.

He would have been fair Lad not the sun tanned
his face to a ghade of light bronze. A small beard
of brown hair covered his chin, a beard trimmed us
the Arabs of the towns do. His eyes were blue,
not uncommon among the city Arabs !.Ill over
their country. His nose was tine sud straight, his
evebrows and lashes dark, The dark man looked
at his companion long end searchingly.

“(irent are the sons of the Prophet,” he said at
last, “for many nations follow his teaching—
nations of all rolom and languages.”

“God is grest,” said the other. wearily,

% Aye, and thers is no God but Ged, and Ma-
bomet is the prophet of God.”

* [flessed be his name.”

* Where is your country, Al ng;

“Oh, 1 ¢cme from afar, from ro-—far, far
away from here.”

“wAre all men fair in your land?" asked the
other

“No! not all; many are. My mother woe a
Turk,” he added,

“ Al, from Stamboul 2"

“ Yes, from Stamboul.”

For an hour or so they did not speak. Onee
they moved, for the afternoon sun had chonged
l;honuh-.d;;w Mf l-l;e pt\lm.l Hadj, 1 .

The fuirer of the two, the Hadj, lay and watched
the camels ehewing with half-closed eyes. v

It was be spoke first.

“When shall we find Abdurrahman's camp?”
he asled,

“ To.morrow morning, if we travel all night. Tt
is only forty miles fro 1,,.“:“_!; 5

Neither spoke again until the sun, a hurning orb
of erimson, was setting, when the Arab of the
plalns touched the other and sald:

“We must be off,”

; \‘\'mrll_\' the Hadj turned around and rose to his
(o

S fave you muech water left in your bottle 2"
asledl tlm’n'[urk Arab, g Ye

“ Na, not mueh,”

_“ Allgh Intif, we have far to go before we reach
ahother well."

» Ia there sure to be water there *

“ Yo, and to spare. It is never dry.”

The sun bad set, and the afterglow lit up the
plain  with its lurid strunge  lght, when they
mounted their cumels ones more and set out.

“ Abhdurrmbman s o great man about here?
aslked the Hadj,

. “Yoes, Intely he has been o great man, sinee the
infidels—God’s curse upon them !{=have erept down
south.”

“ Giodd buen their futhers ! added the Hadj,

“Yes, now he is a great man.  The Shah, wish-
ing to keep him friendly to Persin, has ealled him
Khan: and men sty the Russians give Lim money.”

“ 16 it true?”

“1 don't know.
for toney.”

= Fixeept dishonor our religion,”

“There is no God but God, and Mahomet is
the prophet of God.

Hour after hour they journeyed on, There was
water in the next well, and the tired and thirsty
enmels drank, Then on they went again, The
night wag cool, and dew wus falling,

l;hmrile came in time, and the heat began again,
The cicmdas chirruped in the rocks and sand,  The
‘mmllu speed over the plain, kicking up the dust
seliind them. The eagle soared, searching bis prey.

After the sun had heen up some three hours they
crosged norangs of low hills.  From the summit o
weleome view met their eyes. There wis Ab-
durmmhman's camp, pitehed in n green valley in
the shade of a elump of palm trees.  Though the
middle of the valley flowed a siream of clear
water, rippling wver its pebbly course. On the
Litllside were women tending goats, while helow
wandered eamels.  The sncampment consieted of
perhnps a lundred tents in all—the low-pitched
ghima of the Arabs--rich in color,

I the centre of the camp stood a large tent of
Furopean canvas, Round the tent was & wall of
hurent elny abont slx feen in height, with a wooden
door by which to enter the enclosure, On the
summit of the esntre pole of the tent was o gilt
ball. and & short Aogstaft with o ged flag fying,

,i" 5:!1!
Iy &

We Arabs will do most things

The two men on their camels inatinetive
rein to gare on the utiful scene. Source
sound issued from except the grinding of

water, and threw off all the henvy everclothes
that &hMrnln wear as a protection from h"ﬁ sun.
He looked wonderful'y handsome now, robed in a
loose flowing garment of sea-green sillk, open dewn
the (ront where an under-dress of the palest sal-
mon-hue showed, (umgq.l by & sash eof many
colors, From che ssck whioh contained his hum
on the camel he drew a new tf.und suowy turban,
which he put on his shaven head in piace of the
travelstained ove Le hud wom before. A
of br}sht yellow slippers completed his change.
“My Cairo Had| must be & rich man to Wwear
clothes like that.”

The other took mo notice of this remark, but
threw a long broad eloak over him, coucealing his
whole costume, and pr ed to the encumpment.
A erowd goon colleoted. eVisitors were rare ln th
ont-of-the.way spot on the Persian frontier, where
no one lived but vhe wandering Arab ‘horder-

tribes,
* Pence be with ﬂ’" all—the peace of God! Is
tent "

Abdurrahman in b

“To you, tou, peace; Abdurrshman is within.
Who shall we tell him wishes to see him?"

“Tell him a Hadj from Cairo.”

His camel kunelt down and be dismounted,
standing by the animal's neck, as a couple of the
men hurried within to {oform Abdurrahmaa Khan
of the straoger. 4

A minute later they reissued, bidding thé Cairo

Hldﬁhcnm.
Throwing beck his elonk, he passed into the
tent of Ahdurrahman Khan.

VIIL

Two men wete sented in an office. It s the
same oflice ns we have seen before, the room with
the barred windows and the Perslan carpet.

The two men are the same aleo. At the desk
sits the grsy.heade%mn with the hmn}v hrows,
in his frock cont with red button, and his loosely
tled necktic, He has not altered in the least,

The other mon is the same too, He has altered
but slightly., He still wears a short brown beard
and mustache, and his hair still hos the same
tcudeuc;i' to curl. This time, however, his face
is nut buried in his hanods. e sits 1l§or1;ht‘
waitiug for the man at the desk to speak. He
is writlng buslly.

“1n one moment, Danoviteh,” he says, and con-
tinnes writing. Presently he ceases, and throw.
ing down Lis pen, sighs a sigh of relief.

* Finished at last. IHave you brought the rest
of those proofs "

* No, sir, [ have not."

“Dear me! that's o pity.
them, | suppose ?"

“Yes, 1 conld bave got them,”

“Then why on earth did you not bring them

“1 was not able.”

* Very annoying,” murmured the other, “and I
so nearly uttaining what I have been working for
these twenty-five years. Iowever, I think we
have enongh here for my purpose.” He rose and
unloeked his safe.  “ Lot we see.  Here are
coplous notes, some underlined. Yes, this is our
strongest polnt, perhaps—it is all strong, but this
is convincing—ah, and Yery amusing oo

*The tyrant {s the burean of the police, It
is like Victor Hugo's octopus—it straches out its
long arnis on aM sides and sucks the blood of the
people’—a neat phrase, very neat. And here is
mote underlined : *To-night I eould myself throw
the bomb that would t:gluw the burean of the
poliee into & thousand atoms, with him who wields
the power there, to rid the ?eﬂ le of espionage
and ecruelty’—and him who wields power there’'—
dear me! [ suppose thats mysell; very shocking,
are not they—these sentiments of murder? No!
Assassination! I think fir they blew me up I
am sufficlently grand for my death to be an as-
sassination—with a ecapital A, mind, Danovitch,”
—and he showed his white tecth in @ smile,
# Yes, [ fancy this, and—ah, let me see, here it Is—
n fiml'itil'lul novel that alone would send our dear
old Count on o rather long journey.”

The younger man ssid nothing. A minnfe lnter
the elder continued, " A pit:{l you did net bring
more proofs. Huwever, you have done well, very
well ; you will get a step up for this; I will s=e
to it. ~And the old boy treated you well, did he ?
Made you st home, 1 suppose? The sledge acei.
dent was splendidly mannged. I could not have
done it better myself, [ should have hud a
cold in my head next day, and that worries me 8o
I should have been in & bad temper for a week,
and the dear old tellow would not have asked me t)
stay with him." The griy-headed man wos evidently
excited ; he did not show it much, but his hands
worked fretfully, tapping the table. The enft of
his right hand slid buck snd slowed & white sear
on_his wrist—evidently a rapier wound.  lle
pulled his euff bhack qlllt‘klj‘-—‘l?le white cuff with
the great black solitaires and silver coronets—
a8 though he wns ashamed of this mark.

The young man had seen the sear and the other's
eyes perogived ft.

“That was his mark,” he said, coolly to all out-
ward appearance, but evidently in a state of great
excitoment.  * Yes, Dmitresky left that sear there,
and a deeper one here"—he Iaid lus hand wpon his
lieart—* which has taken these twenty-five years
to wipe out, but it is nenrly done now, nearly
finished. A week more or less does not matter.
With these papers in my hands I am ecertain of
vietory, of revenge—nnd he, gouty old man as he
is, will trudge peross the grear plains this comin
autumn, It is o lm:iz walk, Danoviteh, but if
conld T would make him walk 11 barefoot over and
over again.” 1lis eyes glowed beneath the heavy
hrows with malignant hate, Suddenly he changed
his expression, and said coolly :

* Hove o cigarette 2"

* Thank vou, sir,” and Danoviteh took one from
the silver hox on the table,

% Dear me, I have wasted five minutes and more, "
safd the man at the desk, * and five minutes of my
time is valuable. Stay! you have not a light,"”
and he handed Danoviteh o lighted lucifer.

“ Many thanks,” he said.

“You ' have not brought the proofs? T am
sorry lor that. Then lhsn pose I can guess the
object of your visit, Don’t he afraid, T will
supply it. “No doubt it is money you want?”

“No, it is not money.” e

“Tut you will recelve money for your work—
for your suecess?”

= No, I will receive no money."

He looked surprised, but only for a moment,
and then took to paring his nails, just as he had

done at the first interview.

“You are a strange young man. If it is not

ll:mm!\' you want, why on earth bave you come
ere

Danoviteh spoke slowly,

“ [ have come [or those papers back.”

“ What %Nm g

s Count Dmitresiy's gnpnrs.”

“(Come to ask for Count Dmitresky’'s papers
back 7" he asked, stupetled.

“No,» sald Danovitch, “not to ask for them
back, to demand them baclk.”

Tlhe other smiled sweetly,

“ Really, my dear youuk friend, you are incom-
prehensible—or mad; led us say the former, it
sounds better.” : .

“If 1 am klcumprehrmihlf. I will soon make
myself understood.”  Danoviteh rose slowly and
walked to the desk. *I want all those papers

ck.”

» Really ?  Indeed 2" said the other mockingly,
as he lnid them In a drawer and turned the key.
“There is nothing I would not do for you, my
triend, but I fear this I must refuse.”

“You will not refuse.”

“ Dear wme! this is most interesting. T wish
Tolstoi were here; he'd make a eapital story

You ecould not get

of it

“y ,nsk vou again,” said Danoviteh quictly,
wywill you give me the papers baok 2"

» Mr. Danoviteh, I will not.™  1e rang his bell,
It was answered by the clerk. " Is any one wait-
ing to see me ™ Le asked.

“Yes! gir; Abdurrahman Khan is here For
a moment those narrow eyes of his sought Dano.
vitel's faee, but nothing was to be read there.

«Show him in."

“1 will leave you now,” said Danoviteh, “hnt
I[ will wait. Perbaps you wmay llke to see me
ater.”

The other omly bowed, and Dunoviteh passed
out ns Abdurraliman eame in.

w Weleome, Abdurrabiman!™ seid the Russian,
speaking Arabie,

The Arab entered, left his slippers at
door and bowed slowly and gracefully. The
Russinn  rang his  bell and ordered  coftec,
while he Wunsel! motioned  the Arih to be
geated,  As  before, Abdurenliman  tueked his
legs under him® drew n small jewelled chibonk
from under his loose elothes, and began smoking.

The Russinn knew the Arab character too well
to begin business at once, and he krew their
love for tiattery. “That Is an exquisite pipe
you lnve there,” he said.

Albdurrahman drew the amber mouthpiece slowly
from his lips and cast his eyes over the gold wnd
jewelled stem. ;

*Yes,” Le sald, “it is a masterpiece. It s

«tly hecause of that pipe that [ am here.”

astonished,
The Arah

“Indeed!” said the other, fairl
though he was eareful not to show Ft
took & whiff or two at his pipe! blowing little
rlu'{‘l of smoke from mouth.

le coffee nrrived.  Abdureahmann looked at
the Kussian and smiled, then turned to sOY-
vant und sald in Arabie: * Bring another eup—
an empty one.”

The man ot the desk transiated,

Futil uff third oup had arrived and  the
servant 1 lett,  neither  spoke;  then
the Arab lifted one of the full oups from the
chosed gold saueer, and poured half (18 contenis
intt; t:-r new enp: t-hlis hie did with the other sev-
eral times, until at last two cups remained :
hu'r[‘lwhlli' the in i lar':ri mlxﬂlip‘ s 2l

i Hussian not know whether
to I:;:nnnng;n.d. II; hh.u hed. . Ihagh o

* Rusais is a splendid country," sal

“a vast empin.phut their coflee hdn:?e b,

the

g ke it e The Ruslan

The Russlan walked to his sufe and pulleg
® rell of uotes, u
“ How,mueh do you want?”
words struck him guriously —~the same '
a6 Danovitoh had used  littie before, .
¢ Arnb put a pluch of fresh tobscco
ﬂr .closed eyeq
_ slhrll:: the swoke, and breathing It out agajy
K5
a'?lt is not money you want ™
“Can you make rings of smoke with your lipspe
friend oiﬂ'uuu taught me ; but see, m l's‘g A
festion alremdy,”—and half & dozen little
issued from the Arab's lips.
“Yes; o friend of yours, His name
viteh.” v s Duns
* Danoviteh!”
Eunglishman we—sent aw n froutier
tho‘ught he w'r"m 0 np{h“l-lue could not :
Arab as your friend Danoviteh can,
did not discover he was an infidel in
an hour or two—when he rld me &
“When he paid yon s visit?”

heakand to fetoh something.”
* It is not money 1 want.”
it it, and sat with

asked the Arab. *[ learned only

“ A friend of mine taught you " c

“Yea: a charming fellow. You remember
lind seen him hers before at our last

“Yes: you shoul ret him to go to

balls as a Cairo Hadj. He plays the
fection.”

» El. speaks the language ™

* Like a native.”

The Russlan saw it all then, . hed
understood their conversation hefore; he
ktlinﬁ to threaten him; gtill there were px
The bribe of the pipe? Yos: it was all ¢

* Well, if it is not money you want, what n

“1 want—Allah, my pipe is out. Wlhn
oblige me with a mateh? 1o you know in
country matches cost more than caudles
heat seems to affeet them, and they do not

rought
to Persia that would be sure to ht.'g -

“Tell me, Abdurrahman, what it is you want?*
nsked the other im mient‘l)x The Arab Uit his
pipe, and puffed it for n monent in silence,

“ 1 want—Allal latif, my pipe does not deaw,
Your Russian tobacco does not do for these
I wish I had brought more with me. You
me something 2"

“Yes: I nsked yon what you are here for?*

W1 have eome to fetoh the papers—all the
that Danoviteh sent you on ehalf of a Counm
some name [ cannot pronounce.”

“Then you have come in vain. You shall ot
have them.”

“(an I by Turkish—real Turkish-tobscos fn
St. Petersburg @7 .

“1 den't know"

They sat in silenes for some minutes, The
Russion was pretending to write.  Abdurrahman
watehed him with interest,

“You write very fast,” he snid; “ mueh faster
than [ write Arnbic=hbut It is elear writing, Alag!
I cannct read your sloping letters, all joined to.
gether, but [ can see it I8 very clear”

He held up o little slip of paper before him,

"My writ n!u )

. ‘i‘\”t-s: would you like to see it?  Come and
00,

The Russian walled round and leaned over the
Aral's chalr.

For a moment Lie tirned deaidly pnh'; the
with u burst of laughter, he snatehed away
paper and tore {t into a hundred pieces,

The Arno smiled, and put his hand into his
saah and brought vut another slip precisely similar,

The Russian cursed.

“You would like to tear this one np tes?  You
are weleome. 1 have any amount. Thess are
only eoples, Ths orizinal 1 have not here.
Would you mind ringing your bell for Danoviteh ?*

A wicked smile spread over the man's face o
merchanically he toustied Lis bell.

Danevitch entered,

“Wonld yon read this?* said Abdurrahmaas
* unfortunately I cannot read Russian.”

anoviteh took the slip and read:

“To Abdurenhman Khan, 10,000 roubles for
removing an Enelishman, suspeeted of being &
frontier,  Novem

A man could make a fortune if he

gpy, on the Russo-Persian
20, 188—"
“The note I lost,” hoarsely wl rad the Rus

sian. Then he sprang to his frer, hastily wolked
acrosg the room, and turmed the kev in the door,
“ Fools!® he eried="1fuols! 1 have yon yet, i
have ouly to order my men, and you will disa
pear—never to be heard of again.  We can de
these things in Russin!” There was a ring of
proud vietory in his volee.
The Arab rose slowly from his seat, stretched
himself, and yawned, then folded his jewelled plpa
carefully away in a silk Landkerehief, and, =8 i
and onte more

not satiefled, unrolled it agoln,
wrapped it np.

The Russian glared from the door.  Then
Abdurrahman drew out his wateh, held it 1o 1

ear 1o see if it was going, and looked at the time.
“1 think vou had herter glve me those papen
at onee,” he said, with his soft musical voiee,
“It Is & quarter to five now, and the British Ame
bassador is expeeting me ab the Ewbassy ut five,
and [ should mot. like to keep lim walting.

»The British Ambasgador ™ hissed the Russian,
“What do you want with him ?°

“You have not heand,” reaponded the Arab.
“Why, T though yon Russion police knew every-
thing. I have taken DBritish proteetion for my.
aelf and my tribe, I am a British subjeet, s I
must not keep my ambassador wiiting—i
thotgh he is.”

The Russian walked to his table, unlocked the
drawer, and handed Danoviteh the p:tiwra. "
ef they nre all there, Danoviteh,™ snid the Arab,
“ Russinns sometimes make little mistakes, and a
it so overburdened with work as our friend bere
miqht. by mishap have mislaid some.”

. The Teussinn had sunk bael, siullen and pale
into his ehair at the desk.  The Arab npprmrhaf
Lim, and laid his hand on his shoulder,

“Good-hy, my dear friend," he said, *good-hy.
If you lear of any place where they sell Turkish
tobacco fn St, Petershurg, you might let me knov’.
A note to the British Embassy will always
me.

The other did not answer.

“They are all here,” sald Danoviteh. * There,

let us go.”  The two men walked toward the door
and unlocked it,  Without o word they
ont,

On the thresholl Abdurrshman turned l:&
holding the door open, murmured, * You will
forzet about the Turkish tobacco, Your Russian
alll);\' does not do well for wy jewellsl pipe. If
the English grew tobaceo, I would smoke that.
The Russian weed makes me sick some
Adieu, and pence be with you!”

Leslie Smith's work with his publisher kept him
three months nway, He never wrote onee all that
time, and the letters sent to London were re-
turned. e hind forgotten to eall for them, he sald,
They forgave his not writing when they saw him
book once more, A month later Pauline and b
were married.—{Blackwood,

EDISON AT WORK.

From Dralie’s Travelless' Magazine,

Wlien the Inventor {s experimenting, he dons s loog
freek of elweled cingham,gwhich buttons close at 1bo
chin and reaches to the hetls, 10 is nothing mom of
less sl & men's Mother Hubbaed, which he puts o
to protect Bis clothes from dust and aclds @
Arrayed (n this, he goes around from room to room
the wreat Iaborator . oversceing rhe difforend expat
ments that s sssistatts ars condactng, He has e
same little stoop ot his hips that plooghmen acquirs,
but he walis tapidly .

Mr. Fdison hus turned out more inveniions vy
month dnring the last fifteen years than most ﬁ
discover In o Nietime,  He owns botwesn 400 sud
putents.

Mr. Edisop 1s Wke electrleity itself. No one oAl
what he will do next. At ohe time he will take
i his head thet some work must be done nights.
le will tell the esperimesters they are o s i
chaps, und IUs got o stop.  He will onder
report carly in the evening, and l.fne ehinces are
«It aronnd all nizht and -T-r Hirthe or nothing
thiml night they will do nothing at all,

Iunch and tell funny storfes, and then the bit of

aud the scheme of night-work will have d

diziths,

Whin Mr. Edicon was in Parts. last summer, 458

ihe Bxposition, one newspaper, the *Temps lﬂ“

fpprocintive astlele rezarding him, enve volee to

disappointment which that creat man's unscientific s

penrance must glve to every one who helieves

stiopee mist wenr a top-hat, gz lnmns, 1008 hn:!tl
b

ook of profonnd (hought. Mr. Edison 18 ® e
i and m-rnfln s:-n-rrm B'J
quite a gay and ot band of voung fe o
el hute ke Ll who dook Nike bank clerks o8
or » holldoy.®
About Orange, von csn heur "?)'Sl”g!: l""l';:.‘ﬁ

rtounded by savants

Fdlson, PBvevbhody likes him.

E“);"S'rurn h;v-’u o his bamplrur a5 bjl,ex men

old of g visit a number of men--Jay

Ditlon, rns Field and others—paid fo Edison at the

laborators one day © Fdison came out of his
where ho was busy, and shook hands with Mr
At that Instant, ,-nrnrlhini popped nto B
apropos of the experiment he was at work
never gives an jdea (ime 1o eéscape bl
wonl of excuse to the magnates, ha tnmed m&
o hm‘: hl“m QI{-}'«:{IM rnl' with oy

aited, and, an on .
ﬁwl:‘il:' dwvrn’nlalr-. Shortly ptterward, Edison cald
unt and ssked

wWhare did those paupers go,

4 Downsiaire.”

- {'ml they walk?”

R Y L]
‘*'rrn't": vebl, T dont want ‘om to wear the ofl

vALOT,

“”-Pﬂiu"m stood arcund and told stortes 1o his ‘:
Ho | n great man for @ les, and It Is & :“.
among his employes that they ean tell Iiunw
ptory every for , and ho will i
of It, nor, In fact, show any sign of having
before, ¢
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